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Im Already in Love 


Author's Notes: 
Its all AFWAN's fault. She's the one who got me watching the show with the specific moment when pants 
came down. 


| just wondered, what would happen if Stone cornered Mike after the show? 

Fic title from Satan's Bed by Pearl Jam 

Just another night in the life of a touring band. Another city, another venue, another crowd of several 
thousand screaming fans. When you are one of the biggest bands in the world, it really is an endless sea of 


faces and lights, the days blur together, and you can't remember the last time you slept in your own bed. 


Such was this night. Pearl Jam had been scheduled two shows in two nights in Denver. It was early spring, and 


we had been on the road for several months. Premiering songs from Vitalogy was fun. 


On this particular right, the second of the two in Denver, we were feeling our resolve wearing and our 


exhaustion setting in. Usually at this point in the tour, tensions would begin to arise between all of us out of a 


sense of just being sick of each other. One of our roadies had the idea to give the audience a little more than 


they had bargained for. 

Starting in our first encore, the roadie in question came up behind Jeff and attempted to pants him. Jeff 
figured it out pretty quickly and would block access to his waist and pants legs. Undeterred, the roadie decided 
Mike would be a more willing candidate. Mike had no idea this was going to happen, so he was caught off guard 
and with his pants on the ground. | couldn't help but notice, but his guitar covered most of what the audience 
might liked to have seen 

During the solo, | noticed Mike making his way across the stage, behind Ed's Clinton mask. This was nothing 
new, so | didn't think much of it. Mike caught my pants in his hands and yanked. | felt a breeze and realized my 
ass and everything else was hanging out. This struck me as incredibly funny, so | let it be for a few minutes. | 
normally didn't wear underwear onstage so this was the risk | took, | suppose. After a few seconds | found a 
spot where | could get my pants back up and continue the show. 

Oh, | was gonna KILL Mike McCready and whatever roadie had too much to drink 

Now the fan girls were going to know EXACTLY how big it was and were going to bother me even more. 
Dammit, Mike. 

After the show, | ran after Mike's retreating form. 


"What the hell man?" 
Mike had a shit eating grin on his face. 


"Gotcha," was all he said. 

| couldn't help but groan. Oh, Mike. You have no idea. 

| followed him into the backstage hospitality area, into an empty room. 

"So, we are gonna just pull pants down, eh? This time be serious. Pull em down," | said. 

Mike's eyes got wide. He was frozen against the wall 

"You heard me. Pull. My. Pants. Down," | said lowly, just above a whisper, into his ear. He shivered. 


Trembling, Mike reached for my shorts, and slowly slid them to my thighs. His breath caught when he saw my 
dick. 


"Now, what are you going to do for penance, McCready?" 


Mike gulped, knowing | had him cornered. "Stone, l." Swallowing again, he sank to his knees, leaned his face in, and 


grabbed me into his mouth. 
It felt like the air had been knocked out of my gut. Sure, I'd been with men before. But no one | was ever in a 
band with, and certainly not one | was ever close with. He kept his pace, slowly sucking me until my knees 


buckled. | moaned as | grabbed his hair and pulled him closer, his eyes welling with tears. 


"Unh, Mike, baby. That's so good," | was moaning as | felt the pleasure build He really was good with his mouth. 
Maybe he had gotten some experience, maybe he really DID play the skin flute in his spare time. 


| bucked against him, hard, letting him fuck me with his mouth. God that man had such a pretty mouth. It was 


rice to see him put it to such good use. 


The knot forming in my gut continued to grow, and | knew it wouldn't be long. | kept encouraging him, and he 
obliged me. So pretty on his knees for me, in his curtain of hair he looked like a girl from this angle. A very 


pretty good girl. 
That thought was all it took. 


"Dammit, Mikey, I'm gonna come," | shouted. He opened his throat further and one, two, three, and | spilled my 


seed down his throat, making sure he didn't miss a drop 
| pulled him fo his feet as he came to, a little dazed 

"Now Mikey, what did we learn?" 

He just smirked at me, the little shit 

"Oh, wait til we get to Pensacola. Your turn My hotel room. Be there," | said as | exited the room 


Mike could only gape after me. 


